Who is it to decide a man's fate, and stipulate upon all further than what your mephitic snout could contest?
Incest disgraces our families, sodomy violates the dear lord's decrees, lust is criminal;
but why serve fallacies as if it were the only laws needed to make one a sensible man rather than a savage?
Not one I've met other than in a realm I so yearn for has given thought to this absolute and unrestrained liberty.

Judging and punishing a man for simply abiding by what Nature has instilled in him is not only an utter insult of his capabilities and identity, 
but it is crime worse than the one I so aspire to let loose in this impudent world.
Death presents to be but the only course one could take to run forever from this disordered world, this safe haven for tyrants and contradictory sheep;
whence the clutches of despotic men desists into mere stings, I see no greater misfortune upon us, the people, and shall I say, caprices not ever beknown will sprout out their twigs when called for.

So thou, the reader, my friend, henceforth we prevail the men able to walk on the grass Nature so gifts;
nowise in time will a tyrant deceive and no doubt will I ever, if the instant presents itself, surrender and lead astray our seized liberty.
I see no calling of remit of what we deem as our spirits, and by the hour, I see our fateful roses coating the vicious thorns we so had to endure beforehand.
Nonetheless, always see crime upon your sight and consider that it is assuredly a necessary motion for Nature to continue her advances, or else this ideation of ours is but fantasy.

